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The Only Chapter | Plan To Write, So If There's More, 
Everyone Will Have A Good Chuckle Over This One 


Author's Notes: 
I'm hoping a Steven/Tommy story is rare enough to qualify for this challenge. If not #shrug* still wanted to 
write it. 


: = M 
Plus, how perfect is that pic? ;) 


Steven sometimes wondered if the stereotype about drummers being idiots followed around everyone who had 
ever held a pair of sticks. It didn't bother him much; few things did. It was only when people acted on the 
stereotype. It sometimes worked to his advantage, though. Expectations were much easier to achieve that way. 
Admittedly, he wasn't the brightest bulb in the box (he had been told that many times by every walk of life 
imaginable) but he still knew things. Important things. For example, he knew that if a girl had real tits, they 
were either poor or blessed with big ones. He knew the perfect mix of heroin and coke to numb each other 
out. And he knew how to play drums. Important things. Anything else was just extra, and he knew other things, 
so didn't that make him smart? 


Steven chased down the thought with a swig of Jack from the bottle on his nightstand. The remaining level of 
his precious life juice was getting lower and lower with what seemed to be every passing minute. Almost 


nearing the line that was labeled "don't drink me unless there's another bottle" in sharpie. 


Steven liked to mark his bottles to make sure that he never ran out. The line at the top said "if you pass out 
before reaching me, why bother, lightweight?" Following it was “okay buzz", "stop here for only a little 
hangover" and "alcoholics only beyond this point". It was a good measuring system, unless someone shared his 


bottle, which fusked up his whole system. Luckily, no one was around that night. They were all off doing their 


own thing somewhere. Unfortunately, that left Steven alone in his most dire time of need. No Jack to steal 
Unless... 


The blonde's eyes drifted over to his room's phone which was miraculously not only still intact but still plugged 
into the wall. There hadn't been a party in there yet, and trashing rooms were no fun alone. Therefore, he had 
a phone and could easily call someone to have fun with. If the rest of the gunners were busy, maybe he could 
try ringing up the Crue instead. He needed a drinker buddy, but not a junkie, or else Axl would be on his case 


again for shooting up. In his mind, it left only one person.. 


Steven pushed the few buttons eagerly and took another swig from his bottle as he raised the receiver to his 


ear. 
"Yo, T-Bone! You busy tonight?" 


HHH 


Once Tommy hung up on the younger drummer, he surveyed his own trashed room for any bottles; full, 
empty or in between. There wasn't much left, most of it poured out into mouths or on the carpet, but there 
was enough to be scavenged that he could fill two bottles with all sorts of alcohol mixed together. It'd be 
enough to give his newfound party buddy a paralyzing hangover. But that was sober Steven's problem. Drunk 
Steven could drink as much as he damn well pleased. It was a shame Nikki had disappeared God knows where. 
Probably to shoot up or write in that diary of his. And Mick was probably off being responsible or making 
sure Vince didn't pass out somewhere. Their loss. Looked like this was a drummers only party. Well, drummers 


and chicks only, since everyone knew what drummers did best was bang things. 


The taller drummer grasped his two bottles of evil brew and ran out of his room, leaving the door unlocked as 


he scampered down the hall to the room being occupied by his party buddy. 


"Open up, Steve! Ready to get crushed?" Tommy yelled excitedly. Steven swung open the door, a malicious grin 
on his face. 


"Nope, but you should be! What'd you bring?" He examined the contents of the bottles Tommy held. "That's a 
vodka bottle, but it sure as fuck isn't vodka. What is it?" Tommy cackled. 


"I call it ‘Bitch's Brew’, cause there's enough alcohol in it to make the hangover you'll get a total bitch." 


"Your own creation? I'll literally beat you at your own gamel" Steven laughed, using Tommy's free hand to pull 
him into the room. 


"What're the stakes here?" Tommy asked, handing the blonde one of his bottles. Steven observed the contents 
of the bottle meticulously. 


"Have you tasted it yet? Are we gonna die from drinking this?" He asked Tommy, an eyebrow raised. 
"No, but | firmly sampled everything that went into it" Steven grinned. 

"Okay.. then loser needs to.. trash Ax's room and be there when he sees it" Tommy's jaw dropped. 
"He'd rip our heads off." He protested. 


"What's the matter, T-Bone? Chicken?" Steven cackled, popping the cap off of the bottle in his hand. 


"Hell no." Tommy growled, mirroring Steven's actions. "Then its a deal. Loser trashes the hotel room of Mr. W. 
Axl Rose." Steven declared, offering the taller man his calloused hand to shake, sealing the deal. 


"You're on" Tommy grabbed his hand and clinked his bottle against Steven's. "Bottoms up!" 

The two drummers placed the tops of their bottles to their lips and gulped down the bizarrely-coloured liquid. 
After one swallow, the dim buzz in the back of Steven's brain crescendoed into a blinding pounding all over his 
head. 

"Holy mother of all fuck! What the hell did you put in here, T-Bone?" He whimpered, holding a hand against his 
blonde hair as his footing swayed. Tommy seemed to be in equal pain as he collapsed to his knees and leaned 


against the foot of the bed. 


"| don't even know. There was whiskey... vodka.. probably beer and brandy.. a little rum, | think" He muttered. "I 


just put in whatever | found." 


"Its such a fucking RUSH!" Steven grinned, looking over the bottle in his hand. "Like absolute fucking magic! 
Ready for a second drink?" 


Tommy shook a little and nodded, his head pounding from all his previous drinks of the night combined with 
that one. "Yeah... yeah, bring it onl" 


The two took another gulp of the brew and moaned from the impact to their brains. 
"This is intense.." Tommy slurred, his grip on the neck of his bottle slackening. 

"A lightweight would be dead from it.” Steven agreed. 

"You're still going down, Blondie." Tommy smirked. 


"Never!" Steven took another drink; a much bigger gulp. Tommy struggled to take one of equal size, but 
successfully swallowed it, his head bitching at him to stop. 


"Want to lie down, princess? You look like you need a nap." Steven laughed, sitting down on the bed, his eyes at 


half-mast. 


"You're the one falling asleep! l'm fine." Tommy argued, struggling to his feet. "See?" He declared victoriously 


once he was standing. "| could still drive a school bus." 
"You couldn't drive a school bus sober." Steven taunted. "Bottles are half done, wanna forfeit?" 


Tommy shook his head and swallowed again, nearly dropping the bottle. Steven shrugged and drank again, the 
strength of the alcohol forcing him to lie down. 


"You're closer to passed out than | am" Tommy taunted, staggering towards the bed to tower over Steven 
"Resting my eyes. There's a fucking difference.’ Steven murmured, his eyes drifting shut. 
"Does it help the headache, Blondie?" Tommy asked, sitting beside Steven's bare feet. 


Kinda..." Steven admitted, nearly feeling defeated. Tommy shrugged and readjusted himself to be lying down 
next to the blonde. 


"You're right... this is better." He muttered. 

"Y'know, when | thought of inviting you over tonight, | think | thought you'd bring some sort of normal booze 
and a few chicks; cause a big ruckus in here.. but, and | never thought I'd say this, the quiet is nice." Steve 
murmured, his eyes still closed. 

"Yeah, it's usually never this quiet. | sorta like it. But don't tell anyone." Tommy chuckled. 

"Your secret is safe with me." Steven assured, sounding close to falling asleep. 


"What about you, Mr. Steven Adler? Got any secrets?" Tommy asked, propping his head up onto his hand. 


"This is my natural hair color.” Steven declared, grinning. Tommy rolled his eyes and swung a pillow at Steven's 


head. 
"Everyone knows that. | mean a real secret, you silly bastard!" he chuckled. 


‘Ive only got one that no one knows. And if you tell anyone, I'll fucking break your face." Steve said, in a voice 
that dripped with uncharacteristic seriousness. Tommy's grin faded and he nodded. 


"You have my word. | swear on my mother's life." Steven sighed and ran a hand through his hair. 
‘Im... gay." He admitted quietly. 


Tommy blinked a few times in disbelief. "You're gay?" He whispered. Steven nodded, turning on his side away 


from Tommy. 
"But... all the groupies?" Tommy stuttered. 


"I fuck them to make them happy. | don't mind it, but I'd definitely rather not" Steven shrugged. Tommy bit his 
lip as he tried to think of something to say. Nothing quite seemed right for the moment. 


"Um, Steve? Can | ask you a favor?" He whispered, blushing deeply. 


"Gonna ask if you can leave? To get away from the fag? | get it" Steven sighed, sitting up. "It's been fun 


having you around, T-Bone. I'm gonna miss you.” 


"That's not it." Tommy muttered, his face completely red. Steven turned to him, his usual grin replaced by the 
look of a kicked puppy. 


"Then what is it? You want the whole band off the tour? Gonna ask Nikki to kick us off?" 

"Shut up for a minute and let me talk!" Tommy said in a louder voice than was probably necessary. "I was just 
gonna ask if | could kiss you.." He muttered, the redness the covered his face deepening. Steven cocked his 
head in confusion 

"You want to.. kiss me?" He asked, a twinge of delight seeping into his voice. 

‘I'm sorry.. it was stupid. | shouldn't have-" Tommy's apologies were cut off by Steven's lips on his. Gentle... 
smooth and sweet. He tasted like the brew, but mostly like Jack. But mostly, he just felt perfect against 
Tommy's own mouth. The two eventually broke apart, breathless from their dying adrenaline rush. 

"Hey, Steve?" Tommy whispered, panting. 


"Yeah?" 


"I think you've got me off chicks for a while." 


